ferities timet off] r«3 

Tills Stage, the Ship upon whole Decke, 
the Sea! toft *«*<»>' app»res® f P ,!ake - 

W hich wafh both heaven an ^affc " ^ 

Vpon the windescommand,bindethenim tf , 

u = 

ThvniSk&erousflato. Ohhow — 




i? 

i 


I? «- 


Isawhifpev ...... — — --- - t • • 

Ynheard Lkhorida? Lucina, on - ! '' - : 

Divineft patroneffe, and my'wlfe, gentle ^ 
. r_ *1 — 1 - * * - 


s:Ij L-siu .''••! 
rhhv ito \n-f 


To thofe that cry by mght, convey tby_Daiy •■• • hh-,7 

Aboard our daunting Boat, made %ift the pangs . - 
Of my Queenestravailes.Now Ltchavyda. - , , 


Lychor. Heere is a thing *9* ^luth'a pladS, - ■ ^ 
Who ifit had conceit, would die,a S fam «ke to;% - r r: f 
^ake in your armes this peece oi 
Per. How ? how Lycbmda & 


Who if it had coriceif, would die, as i am ngero^o - 
Take in your armes this peece ofyawdead Quc * < ; 

Haw ? how Lycborida^^ ft 



Heere 5 . 

A little daugnter, ior uiy^ ^ ^ ,? fJ % . 

Be manly and take comfort. y.iloi j.wq. <• 

P^.O you gods/ .rtvnb.a**-. ;^^uO. • ■ 


Why doe you make us love' 


; oriv/ob bn 



m ru r /I . . ... . rl: irf; ; 

.i may ufehonour.wthyo* '7 ; > 1 

Lychor. Patience good fir, eve# for this chai'gey- - ‘ : ' K 

' ter. Now milde may be thy life, T' : b, 7 

Tor a moftblufterous bird hath never Babe *.• - • ; 

Quaec and gentle thy conditions:}! . 


..rm 


Tor thou art the rude lieft welcome to-this WorW^. 


rarp 
irrii h 




That 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Pericles (STC 22339) LONDON, 1635 NATI 


* >■ Tefictti TritiitofTfit* 

•JhgtWrwSWwi 
To harold thee from the wombe . 

I. Saylor. What courage fir ? God fave 
Ter. Courage enough, Idoe not fearethe l u ? 

It hath done to me the wor ft : yet *° J c 

Gfthis poore infant, thisfitfhnew fea-farer, 

1 Tij/^acke the bolins there; thpu wilt not wile thou ? 

and ^M*$**m 
kiffe the Moonc, I care not. ' , 

3 . Say . Sir, your Queene muft ovet board? 

The fea workes hie, the winp is Iowa, 

And will not lie till the fhip be cleared ! ofthe dead. 

Ter. That’s yuui IhpWlftKiuli- - r • ■■- * 

i Pardofiusfir?; withfxrs at Sea it hath beene (fill obferved 
And we are ftrong in Eafterfie, therefore briefly yeeld her. 

Per. Asyouthinke meete, f ®r flic muft ore boord ftraighc; 
Moft wretched Queene. , 

Lychor. Heere (he lies fir. ' 

<Per. A terrible child-bed haft thou had fmy deare] 

No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor have I time 

To brine thee hallowd to thy grave, but ftraight 
Muft caft thee fcarcely coffina,in oare> 

' Wherefore a Monument upon thy bones. 

The ayre remaining lampes, the belching Whale,’ 

And humming water muft ore-whelme iefay corpes,’' 
lying with Ample fhels : Oh Lychorida, 

Bid Nefior bring me Spices, Inke and Paper i 7 

My Casket and my Iewels, andbid Nicander 


